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One 


Author's Notes: 
For the October challange. 


He didn't belong here. 


He could tell from the looks and whispers of the people that passed him on the street they knew it as well as 
he. 


When a man dressed as he was came down to this part of town he was looking for something that was not 
easily found where he normally stayed. And it had to be one of a very few things, all of them against the law 


and none of them even mentioned in polite society. At least above a whisper. 


He checked the paper again, looking round for a street sign to be sure he was going in the right direction. As if 
he wasn't on edge enough, the thick fog and the chill that had wrapped around him and penetrated to his very 
bones seemed to weigh him down, slowing his reactions. And he needed to be sharp or he could find himself in 


a world of trouble, if not left in one of these dark alleyways with his throat slit and his purse gone. 


His sigh of relief at spotting his destination made two grubby urchins snort as they darted past him, one 
brushing against him, and without thinking his hand dropped into his pocket to check his purse. He made his 
way to the side of the building and rapped three times, nearly jumping back when a small window slid back, 
suspicious eyes peering at him through the peephole. 


"Help you, guvenor?" 

‘I'm here to see a man about a horse." 

A soft and unfriendly laugh accompanied a shake of the head. "None of those here." 
“This is a special horse." 


The man on the other side of the door could hear the hint of desperation and the touch of fear in his voice. 
"A special one? And who told you about this horse?" 


"| don't think l'm supposed to say. Please, I'll pay...” 


"Aye, you will pay. You will always pay." The peephole slammed closed, making him jump again. He was ready to 
pound on the door again when he heard the locks being disengaged, the door swinging open. "Well? You just going 
to stand there, guvenor?" 


The hesitation came from that part of him who knew once he stepped inside there would be no turning back. 
Was he really ready for this? Was this what he wanted? There was no sense in fighting it, it not only was 
that but it was what he needed, he craved. Wondering if by the mere crossing of this threshold he began the 


damnation of his soul, he stepped inside. 


The hallway was dark and when his hand brushed the wall he quickly snatched it back, The peeling fabric felt 
damp, slimy against his skin, the underlying stink of mold and decay filling his nose as he followed the doorman 
deeper into the building. They were an odd pair, the man's face nearly as ravaged as the structure itself, both 
having seen better times in years past. He shivered, as much from anticipation as apprehension, stopping 


behind his guide and waiting while he unlocked another door. 


He opened it and stepped back, waving the visitor through. Trying not to brush up against him, he turned and 
started to slip past, feeling the quiet chuckle from the doorman. "Don't worry guvenor, not me you have to 
worry about. Bit of advice for you though, careful what you wish for because not all of them are really what 
you want." With that cryptic message, he closed the door, leaving no option except to continue toward the light 
he could see spilling from behind a curtain at the other end of the hall. 


Was what he wished for waiting on the other side? 


Or was it simply going to turn out to be another night of remorse and sorrow? 


He rubbed his hand over his face, summoning the courage to go on. If he didn't, he'd never know, and he would 
never get the opportunity again If he did, he just might find what he had been searching for. With a firm nod, 


he struck out for the curtain. 

He hadn't come this far to turn back now. 

He stepped into a different world. 

Old, and a bit worn, but still breathtaking in its elegance and beauty. 


The walls covered in a rich red silk, faded in places but still reflecting the past glory of what it used to be. 
The wood was dark, the lack of dust in the intricate carvings showing great care had been taken to keep the 
deep polish in place. The stage was ringed by candles, the soft glow through the globes giving off just enough 
light to let him find his way to a seat, the smell of damp and old cloth surrounding him when he eased into the 


chair. 
He had taken care to sit a little apart from the other men that were there. 


He kept his eyes straight ahead, watching the heavy velvet curtain that hid all but the rim of the stage, 
wondering how long it would be before it drew back to allow what was behind it to be seen. And exactly what 
was behind it he didn't know, but could only hope that it was what he sought. 


What if this was an elaborate ruse to lure men of means to this seedy and run down part of town with the 
intention of taking their purse and leaving them with no recourse to report the theft to the police? Or to do 
even more than take their purse? How could a man of any caliber and standing go to the police and tell them 
what he was doing in this area? What he came for? What he was looking for? 


He chewed his lip, wondering if he should get up and leave, run from this place that promised so much but 
offered nothing so far. 


Before he could move, all but the candles that flanked the door he had come through were snuffed by 
shadowy figures that seemed to ooze from the dark and then disappear once their task was done. He sat up, 
his heart beginning to pound as the curtain split, each side slowly drawing back to reveal more of the stage, 
showing a low platform which was slightly raised in the back, covered in pillows and silk throws that spilled 
over to puddle on the floor. 


He pressed a hand to his stomach, trying to calm the nerves that had him trembling, his eyes darting around 


the stage, waiting to see who or what would come next. He heard the impatient sounds of the other men, one 


or two cursing loudly for the show to begin. The appearance of the man who had opened the door was a bit of 
a shock, the sneer of his face as he stared out into the blackened room quieting the demands of the small 


audience. 


"Good evening, gents! Guess we all know what we're here for! Now, we're pretty easy to get along with, but 
there's a couple of rules. First off, keep your arses in your seats. You come up here and you'll get tossed on 
your soddin’ ear and you won't be allowed back. Second, if you're interested in a private show talk to me after. 
No negotiating during. And itll cost you, so don't be looking to get off cheap. Third and last, what you do to 


yourself and each other is up to you, but | have no interest in cleaning up your mess. 
With that, he stepped back and from somewhere, music began to play. 

And then they walked onto the stage. 

There were two of them, around the same age, both fair haired 


He was so engrossed in watched them as they crossed the stage toward each other he didn't realize that 
someone had taken the seat next to him until he felt a shoulder press against his. His body tensed, a nervous 
dart of his tongue over suddenly dry lips as the pressure increased, a hand coming to rest on his forearm 
just before a soft wind of words from the dark. 


| was hoping to find you were looking for a companion 


"l'm just here for the show," he whispered, shooting a quick glance at the man, finding that he could only see 


an outline, a strong profile and a flash of teeth as he smiled. 


"Is that not why we are all here to start? It becomes much more entertaining when one watches with 


someone though." 


A round of gasps followed by applause pulled their attention back to the stage where the two men were now 
standing within a handspan of one another, their robes laying in piles of shed cloth at their feet. Both were 
nude, the candlelight reflecting off oiled skin as they leaned closer, their lips touching briefly. 


"Beautiful, aren't they?" 


The stranger's voice was flowing over him, the strong fingers stroking the back of his hand where it gripped 
the curve of the armrest. He made a strangled sound of agreement, his voice caught in his throat as the two 
men kissed again, their hands starting to roam over each other, their tongues visible as they played between 


their slightly parted mouths. 


He moved restlessly in his seat, the crotch of his trousers becoming tighter as the men onstage touched and 
caressed, the stranger's hand making his skin feel as if it were bathed in trails of fire. "They're magnificent," 
he whispered, finally able to force the words from within him. 


"What is your name?" 

So lost in the feelings, he didn't think to lie. "Bruce." 

"A strong name," the man said shifting even closer, “and | am Steve." 

"Steve," he said hoarsely, biting back a moan when the hand dropped to his thigh. 
"This is your first time, Bruce?" 


He fought to keep his eyes from closing, trying to concentrate on the men who were now on the bed, their 
bodies turned opposite one another as they licked and sucked the stiff rods rising from their groins. "It is.” 


"Have you ever tasted another man?" 


He shook his head, biting down hard to keep from crying out when the hand slipped between his thighs, sliding 
up until it nudged his balls. "Oh my God." 


A laugh, dark with promise, the brush of lips against his ear. "Have you ever been tasted?" 
"No, God no." 
"Tell me Bruce, did you come to watch, to learn, or to experience?" 


He couldn't have answered without screaming when the hand began stroking his cock, his hips pushing up to 
meet the firm touch. He forced his fingers to loosen their grip, letting his hand fall into the man's lap and 
seeking his cock as well, the heat even through the fine material of his trousers nearly enough to make him 


jerk away. 


"Watch." Even as he spoke his other hand was guiding Bruce's fingers, dragging them over his cock. "They grow 
impatient, as do you. Soon they will be fucking, thrusting against one another. Is that what you are hoping to 
find? Someone to make you feel all that they are? Would you like to feel my cock between your lips before it 


slides inside you?" 


His head jerked once, maybe twice, his eyes locked on the scene in front of them as the men drew apart, the 
one with the shorter hair turning to get on his knees as the other placed himself behind. 


The wet rasp of a tongue under his ear broke the groan free. 
"He's going to fuck him. Watch his face, Bruce. See the wince of pain become an expression of pleasure as he 


pushes deep inside him" Somehow his trousers were open and the hand was now on his flesh, the graze of a 


thumb over the tip to spread the thick precum, fingers skilled at teasing rolling the hood back and forth 


before taking the shaft in hand and pumping it in time with the thrusts of the hips on the stage. "Slow at 
first, making sure that the pain had faded and it is now beyond a need, but instead a demand for him to be 
filled" 


Bruce had no choice but to bring a hand to his mouth, biting the side to keep from crying out as the hand on 
his cock stroked him, the grip almost hurting but the rapture of having what he had so long desired making 
even the touch of pain pure bliss. Desire, lust, the smells and the sounds wrapping around him to join with the 
touch of the hand that jerked him hard and fast, his breath coming in panted sobs as he frantically pounded 
his hips up to meet the burning touch, his balls aching and tight. 


The touch of silk, slick and cool, was the last he could take, his strangled gasp lost in the cries from the stage 
as the two men reached their own release, his cock spurting into the cloth that had been draped round the 
head. Drained, both in body and mind, he slumped back in the chair, his eyes mere slits as he panted for 
breath, vaguely aware of the applause and whistles as the two men rose and came to the front of the stage, 
bowing deeply before sharing a last kiss and wandering off hand in hand. He let his head fall to the side, moving 
under the hand that now tucked his cock carefully away. 


"I hope to see you again, Bruce." 


Before he could ask him to wait, or when that would be, he was gore. 


The fog had thickened while he had been inside, making it easier to avoid being seen as he hurried toward a 
part of town where he could hail a cab, his mind spinning not only with what he had seen but what he had 
experienced. Even after the tremendous release, the thought of those strong, nimble fingers made his cock 
lurch, wanting to feel them again. He brought his hand to his face, sriffing his fingers, able to smell a faint 
tang that had been left by the wet spot he had touched on the other's man's groin, his tongue darting out to 
taste the musk. 


He saw a hansom coming toward him at a brisk pace and raised his arm, the driver pulling the coach to a halt 
beside him. Climbing in, he gave his address, leaning back and letting his mind wander back to the night he had 
passed. 

He would be back. 

He wanted more. 

He wanted much more. 

And when his dreams that night were filled with a face he saw only in shadows as a hard cock plunged into his 


body, riding him until his cock exploded untouched, he came awake with a gasp, the sound still ringing in the air 
around him. 


"Steve!" 

He knew he was becoming obsessed. 

Even knowing this, he was powerless to stop it. 

He had gone back every night, finding more often than not that no one would answer, the building feeling even 
more deserted than usual. And the few nights he did get inside, he was forced to watch alone as Steve didn't 
show. He had gotten so desperate he had asked the doorman, receiving a black scowl and a short answer that 
he knew nothing. Discretion was the key for this and giving out information on the other people was not being 
discrete. 

It was his seventh time there, on this night the two blondes were back only this time they were taking turns 
flogging each other, stopping to finger and lick before raising the whip again He was ready to give up and leave, 
his cock not finding an interest in watching, when he felt the someone take the seat next to him. 

"Steve?" he breathed, afraid to turn his head. 

"Good evening Bruce." 


"| thought..." 


"Ah, pressing engagements kept me from coming." Bruce moaned softly, tipping his head back as those fingers 
began stroking his thigh. "Tell me, have you furthered your experience?" 


"No," Bruce shivered, reaching over the armrest and seeking the warmth of Steve's crotch, wanting to burn 


the memory further into his brain for the next time he woke up hard and gasping for the feel of this man 


A soft groan that sent a rush of blood to his groin filled his ear, his fingers tracing the outline of Steve's cock 
through the frustrating cloth it hid behind. "Bold, very bold. | would say you've been thinking on this." 


"Yes," Bruce hissed, slumping down in his seat and spreading his thighs, offering himself. 


"You find yourself aching for the feel of another's hand on your cock? Wondering how the wet heat of a 


mouth would engulf you and send a burn to your very soul?" 
"Aye, please," Bruce panted, his hand cupping Steve's crotch, massaging his balls. "Please." 


"Have you put your fingers inside of yourself, wishing it was my cock?" 


Bruce groaned, shaking his head, his hips lifting as Steve's hand deftly unfastened his trousers and slipped 


inside. 


Again, he was gone as soon as it was done. 


The last tremors were still running through Bruce when he slipped away, only this time he left behind the silk 
kerchief that he had wrapped round the head of Bruce's cock right before his seed had spilled. Left wanting 
more, Bruce brought his hand to his face, licking the skin and tasting the precome left behind from the touch 
of his hand on Steve's cock. The show ended, forcing him to get to his feet and stumble outside, making his 


way toward where he could find a cab. 


And so lost in the feelings that wrapped round his mind that he didn't notice the figure that slipped between 
the shadows, following his path. 


He forced himself to stay away. 


It had been more than a week, his need so intense that he was snapping at the servants, refusing to see his 


friends, spending his time brooding while his fingers played with a square of silk. 


He knew he would have to do something when he lay gasping for breath later that night, the bed soaked with 
sweat, the evidence of his satisfaction drying on his stomach. His shoulder ached from the contortion of his 
body which allowed him to thrust his fingers deep inside himself but it still wasn't enough. 


He wanted to be taken, to be claimed, to feel the power of that strong body pinning him to the bed. 
With a groan born of desperation, he buried his face in the pillow. 
He would go back the following night. And he would keep going back until once again Steve was there. 


And this time he would beg for more if he had to. 


He couldn't put his finger on what was wrong but from the time he left the cab and began the walk to what 
he hoped would be the first night of finding peace from the need that ate at his soul he felt something was 
off. He found himself looking over his shoulder, something he had not done since the second week he had been 
coming to this part of town, the people recognizing him from the frequency of his visits and looking at him 
with a cross between amusement and disgust. Yet none of them seemed to threaten him and none made him 


feel unwelcome. 


But whatever was making the hair on the back of his neck stand up certainly was. 

He was relieved to reach the building, shifting uneasily as he waited for his knock to be answered. When the 
familiar eyes finally appeared behind the peephole, he nodded, stepping quickly inside as soon as the door was 
opened and making his way toward the auditorium, no longer needing to be escorted to find his place. 

He wasn't sure if he was more surprised or relieved to find Steve already there. 

It was his first good look at the man and he was not disappointed. 

Near his own age, well dressed, long curls of auburn hanging down his back, the eyes that found him dark and 
brooding, a small smile that verged on a smirk curving lips that well neither thin nor full, the swell of the 
bottom crying out for a bite. His hands were well groomed, the fingers not overly long but thick and knowing 
the strength which they were capable of made Bruce's cock stir, the blood pumping strongly to fill the waking 
shaft. He took the seat beside him, licking his lips and trying to force himself to break the stare. 

"Have you been avoiding me?" 


"No, of course not. Just things kept me away." 


The smile was now a definite smirk, Bruce feeling his face heat as Steve saw right through his lie. "Perhaps 


you would join me for a drink after the show?" 


Bruce felt his breath leave him in a rush. The arch of one of those thick, dark eyebrows when he didn't 


answer was a question unto itself. 
"Perhaps you find that idea distasteful?" 


"No!" Bruce looked round, feeling the eyes of the other men in the room on him at his loud response. "I find it 


not at all distasteful." 


"Good!" Steve sat back, his eyes narrowing as the watcher of the door began snuffing out the candles. "I think 
it will be both enjoyable and educational.” 


Bruce had no doubt he was right. 
Tonight was something different. 


Not only the two blondes, but the man who greeted them shared the stage. Bruce was playing with Steve's 
cock, tracing the outline and rubbing the head through his trousers, Steve's whispered words of nothing more 


until later frustrating him and at the same time making each moment a delicious torture knowing what was in 
store. He shifted in his seat, squirming as he watched the two blondes on their knees, licking the long cock of 


the doorman, his body nothing short of spectacular under the loose fitting rags he normally wore. 


He then laid them both on the bed and switched from one to the other until both of them came before 
climbing up and standing above them while they both stroked and licked his cock and balls until with a shout he 
shot thick ropes of seed on their upturned faces. And while he caught his breath they lapped each other clean 
before sharing a heated kiss, the three of them then coming to the front of the stage and bowing before the 
curtain fell shut. 


He was so hard he ached. 
If Steve had told him to he would have lowered his trousers and offered himself in front of everyone there. 


Steve rose to his feet and took Bruce's hand, drawing him up and leading him toward a door he'd never been 
through, opening into a corridor very much like the one that had brought him to his salvation in the form of a 
man that was about to offer to fulfill his darkest desires. He didn't really notice the dampness in the hall, the 
musty smell even stronger as they went deeper into the building, climbing down a long, curved flight of steps 
until they were in a large room, lit by candles and a brisk fire. The center of the room held a bed like the one 


onstage, the sheets every bit as slippery and cool when Bruce ran his fingers over them as those ones looked. 


Steve gestured to a pair of heavily cushioned, high backed chairs, the wood ornately carved and very dark. 
"Please, sit" 


Bruce nodded, his nose twitching at the smell of disuse. He eased down, afraid of stirring up dust from the 
seat as Steve removed his coat before pouring two glasses of wine, offering one to Bruce and then taking the 
other chair. He sipped it, suddenly nervous. The dark eyes that watched him not only made his cock throb, he 
felt his hand tremble at the intensity of the gaze. 

"You are nervous." 

Bruce bit his lip when he heard the amusement in Steve's tone. "Yes, a bit" 

"Why?" 

"| suppose because I've never done this before." 

"Ah, that could well be" Steve raised his glass to his lips, his eyes burning into Bruce's. 

He didn't speak It was impossible for him to, since the wine was pouring over his lips. Yet Bruce answered the 
question he heard, blushing with his honesty. "I cannot sleep without you filling my dreams, haunting me, 


making me ache until | find myself waking with my hand on my cock and with my fingers deep inside me. | wish 
for your touch, | wish to know what your mouth feels like around my shaft, what you will feel like as you slip 


past my lips. | crave to taste more of you, to taste your seed, to have you fill me until | am writhing under 


you, begging for release." 
Steve set the wine glass down on the table and leaned back in his chair. "Come here." 


There was never a doubt he would obey. Bruce rose to his feet and went to stand in front of Steve, going to 
his knees when Steve motioned with his hand. He didn't need to be told what to do when Steve let his legs 
sprawl wide, Bruce's breathing quickening as he crawled closer, his trembling hands coming up to stroke the 
long inner thighs. Higher, tracing the crease of Steve's leg and then up over his groin until he could release the 
buttons on his trousers. A finger traced his jaw, coming to rest under his chin and lifting his head. 


"Stand up." 
Bruce flexed his hands in frustration. 
"Stand up and remove all of your clothing. But do it slowly.” 


Bruce felt the heat in his face. He climbed to his feet, stumbling a bit, his usual grace deserting him at the 
though of revealing himself to this man, laying not only his body but his needs and wants bare for him to see. 
He would be hiding behind nothing, and once he did this there was no turning back Even as the war raged in his 


brain, his hands began to remove the last barriers of himself. 


If this was the crux for the loss of his soul he gave it willingly into those skillful hands and those haunting 
eyes. 


His hands felt clumsy as he slid the coat from his shoulders. He shivered, even though the room was warm 
there was an underlying chill that crept up his back, his nerves screaming in the silent space. Next the vest, 
dropped to fall on top of the coat, the filth on the floor of no consequence in his lust filled mind. Steve sat 
forward, his eyes following the line of buttons as Bruce released them one by one, his hands shaking a bit 


harder when he tugged the tail of the shit free of his trousers and lifted it over his head. 
He was glad he had not worn a collar. 


Steve's sharp hiss brought a dribble of precome to the head of his cock, those dark eyes even blacker as 
they stroked his chest. Bruce could almost feel the touch, his nipples hardening, his breathing becoming more 
ragged. He could not remember taking the rest of his clothing off, only seeming to come back to himself when 
he stood with hands at his sides, as naked as he had been when he was born to this world. 


And somewhere inside him, he knew he was reborn this night. 
Steve's penetrating gaze left no part of him untouched. Starting at the top of his head, a sharp gesture with 


his hand and Bruce pulled the tie from his hair, letting the soft brown strands fall over his shoulders. Their 
eyes met, Steve's boring into his before they continued down, lingering on his lips until his tongue darted out, 


wetting them and being rewarded with another soft hiss. Over his chin and down his neck, again pausing at the 


hollow at the base of his throat. 
This time it was Steve's tongue that ran over dry lips. Bruce shuddered, feeling the rasp on his skin 


Those fathomless eyes caressed his chest, taking in the thick hair, lazily exploring the muscles and bone that 
shaped him, his cock throbbing with each beat of his heart, stretching high as if trying to pull the piercing 
stare lower, seeking its attention. Steve's hand moved, Bruce arching as if he had been touched, nails dragging 
down his chest and over the flat stomach which heaved with the force of his breathing. And then his cock 
was engulfed in the inferno of lust that raged in Steve's eyes and he cried out, his hips jerking, wanting to 
bury himself in a strange heat that seemed to encompass him, licks of fire that danced over his flesh and 
lapped at his cock. 


He didn't know how much longer his legs would hold him. 

Steve was suddenly in front of him, moving so fast Bruce nearly jumped back in surprise. Strong fingers 
caught his wrist, dragging his hand forward and pressing it to the hard cock that pulsed under Steve's 
trousers. "Is this what you want?" 

Bruce could only nod, his fingers clutching at the hot flesh. 

"Is this what you need?" 

He shuddered, Steve's face was beside his neck, his breath almost cool against the overheated skin. 

"| say again, is this what you need?" 

"Yes," he managed to gasp, his head falling forward, turning his face to bury it in Steve's neck. "Please." 
"Undress me." 

Bruce moaned, trying to control his hands as the fumbled with buttons, Steve's vest catching on his arms as 
Bruce tried to push it down, swearing in his frustration. The dark laugh only made it worse, Steve's hands 
stroking and pinching, petting him while he worried his shirt open and practically ripped it over his head, no 
longer wanting but needing to feel the man who filled his mind and his body with a desire so great he was 
afraid he would spill his seed where he stood 

He went to his knees, his fingers so clumsy that he couldn't undo the buttons on Steve's trousers, his harsh 
sobs drowning out the snap and pop of the flames from the fireplace, filling the room with his desperation 
Steve's hand stroked his face, his whispered sounds of reassurance somehow heard, slowing his heart, his 


fingers finally able to work the buttons free. He ran his hands down Steve's legs to remove his shoes and 
stockings before placing his hands on the waistband of his trousers and raising his eyes to meet Steve's. 


Slowly, ch so slowly, so that each tug showed only a tiny strip of skin, he drew the last barrier dawn. 


He wanted to drink him in, savoring every drop like a fine brandy, roll each morsel on his tongue and let it fill 


his mouth with bursts of flavor unlike anything he had ever experienced before. 


But he was denied, instead pulled to his feet and backed toward the bed, pushed by just the intensity of 
Steve's gaze. He fell upon it, the cool, slick silk slipping under him as he moved back to the center of the thick, 
soft pad. Steve joined him, moving on his knees and urging Bruce back until his back was against the pillows, 
placing a hand in the center of his chest and pressing him down until he lay flat. 


"Even more than | had hoped," Steve said softly, letting his eyes run slowly down Bruce's form. 
Seduction. 


Beginning with the combing of fingers through his hair, letting the silky strand run between his fingers to fall 
back on the pillows. Onto his face, drifting over his eyes until they closed, a shiver running the length of his 
spine at the stroking of the somewhat rough pads over his skin. His jaw touched, explored, a thumb tracing his 
lips and pushing past to feel his teeth, deeper still until Bruce sucked it with a moan, his tongue curling round. 
A whimper, disappointed when it pulled away, the touch now on his neck, finding the pounding pulse and pressing 
against it, feeling the life that ran through his veins. 


As his eyes had done before now did his hands. 


Bruce fisted the sheets, arching into the brush of Steve's fingers, scratching through the hair on his chest 
until he felt the sting of his nails drag the skin, finding his nipples and flicking the buds until he gasped, taking 
them between thumb and finger and rolling and tugging before moving on. He ran his hands down the strong 
abdomen, spreading them to avoid the dripping cock that twitched and reached for his touch, kneading the 
powerful thighs and further still to rub his calves, all the way down until Bruce felt the tickling of the tips of 


his fingers on the soles of his feet. 

His skin was burning, the hairs seeming to rise to meet Steve's inspection of his body, his parted lips dripping 
soft groans as the fondling moved back up his legs. When Steve's hand closed around him he nearly screamed, 
his back bowing at the firm squeeze around the base of his shaft. 


"Bruce." 


He shook his head, unwilling to open his eyes, afraid to find himself alone in his cold bed, left hard and 


desperate from another dream. 
"Bruce," Steve whispered, his voice as much a caress as his hand. 


He felt the shift in the cotton filled pad under him as Steve moved to lay beside him. He moaned when the 
hand left his cock, instead taking his and forcing it to open, the crumpled silk falling from his fingers. It was 


guided to the side, the tips of his fingers brought to a hard bar of flesh, velvet soft and diamond hard all at 
once, hot and throbbing, slick with the precome that flowed from the slit. 


Then his eyes did open and he turned his head to look at Steve as his hand slowly wrapped around the cock 
that nestled into his palm. A soft kiss, the flick of a tongue over his lips and the dam broke, the need 
outweighing the uncertainty and the shy touch becoming bold. He rolled, turning Steve onto his back and seeking 
his mouth, his tongue thrusting deep when Steve's lips parted for him, his hand stroking and rubbing the 
length of the shaft, rolling the hood up over the head and marvelling at the difference in the feel and the heat 
to his own. Veins traced by nervous fingers, balls cupped and hefted, the weight different, the sac higher and 
tighter than his own. 


Steve's hand twisted in his hair, kissing him back with the same need, his tongue chasing Bruce's to trap it 
against the roof of his mouth before darting down to run over his teeth, tasting every part of him that it 
could reach. His arm reached around, nails dragging down Bruce's spine and into his cleft, laughing when he 


gasped at the first touch on his hole. 
Taste me. 
Did Steve speak those words or did he merely push them into his mind? 


It mattered not, for Bruce was filled with the urge, nay the need to do just that. Tearing his mouth from 
Steve's he licked and sucked at his throat, nuzzling the hair on his chest and letting his mouth wander a trail 
to his nipple, sucking the bud, rolling it with his tongue and even biting it until Steve cursed and arched into his 
mouth. Bruce raised his head, groaning at the naked lust in Steve's eyes. 


The smile was more animal than human, a snarl curling his lip when Bruce's mouth captured the other nub, 
the bite this time harder, Steve's cock swelling even more in his hand at the slight hint of pain. And then that 
hand in his hair forced him down, over the taunt stomach and the top of his groin, until the head of Steve's 
cock was so close that each pant of breath made him shiver, the air washing over the wet tip. 


The first lick over the head broke the last of his restraint. 
The flavor burst on his tongue, headier than a strong spirit, more filling than a heavy meal. 


He parted his lips and took the head inside, his tongue lapping the ridge as he closed his lips and sucked, his 
touch unsure but his instincts guiding him well, Steve's loud groan telling him that he was doing it right. He 
couldn't get enough of the taste and the texture, sucking and licking, dragging his tongue up the back of the 
shaft, flicking the head, trying to push the tip of his tongue into the slit, seeking more of the sweet liquid that 


oozed the very essence of Steve. 


An occasional growl and a tug on his hair when his teeth would scrape the hard flesh, his eyes tearing when it 
went just a little too deep and nearly caused him to gag. He was confused when Steve tugged his hair, drawing 


his mouth off his cock until he pressed him down again, Bruce laving his balls as Steve hissed in approval. He 


took one into his mouth, sucking and rolling it with his tongue, lifting his head to let it pop free before turning 
his attention to the other, feeling them tighten, Steve's hand now urging him back up to give a last long lick to 


his cock. 


Hands guided him back to the pillows, Steve getting up on his knees and slipping one under Bruce's stomach. He 
moved behind him, lowering himself to run his tongue down Bruce's cleft, Bruce crying out in surprise, his 


hands clutching the silk under him when Steve stiffened his tongue and pressed the tip to his hole. 
He thought his mind would explode. 


Long licks, from the top of his cleft all the way down to his balls, his cock pulled back between his thighs to 
allow Steve to suck the head, soft nips at his sac before that wet, hot tongue would worm its way back up, 
rimming his hole, tapping and lapping and poking until he felt it push inside. The hand stroked his cock, the grip 
firm, the pull almost too rough, each squeeze a lick of flame down his spine, his skin so sensitive that even the 


soft silk of the sheets seemed to rub his flesh raw. 


He was gasping, tears leaking from his eyes at the feelings that ripped through him, aching for more but 
afraid that he could take only so much before he went insane. He felt Steve move, a finger replacing his 
tongue and pushing inside him, a slight burn followed by a feeling of acceptance, his arse opening and allowing 
him deep. He rocked back, seeking more, pulling and tugging the sheets. Another finger and he keened his 
pleasure, clenching the muscles to try to hold them inside, hating the emptiness he felt when they left his 
hole. 


"Bruce." 
He whimpered, burying his face in the pillows. 


Steve groaned aloud, the sight of the powerful body on its elbows and knees, waiting for his cock to claim it, to 
make it his own, making his cock pulse with anticipation, his need as deep as Bruce's, wanting to feel him writhe 
and moan, to beg, to enfold him in that soft, clinging passage until his seed emptied inside him. Pressing the tip 
of his cock to the ring, he leaned his weight forward, throwing his head back and growling as it spread around 


him, Bruce's low moan rising as he was split wider than every before. 


Once the head was inside, Steve stopped, rubbing the small of Bruce's back as he twitched and mewled, his 
body adjusting to the slow invasion. Once he was still, Steve slid his cock further, pulling it slowly back and then 
rocking forward again, taking care to only add a little more each time, until Bruce was shoving back, seeking 
more. Curling an arm around him, he stroked his cock, easing in and out in long, slow thrusts, feeling Bruce's 
body jolt under him as his cock slid over the ridge. He draped his body over Bruce's, forcing him lower, kissing 
and sucking his shoulder and neck, letting his teeth sink in every few thrusts until Bruce was panting and 
flinging himself back to meet the steadily increasing pace of his drives into his arse. 


Bruce's mind shut down. 


Wrapped in the gossamer wings of desire and need, his body took control, shaking and arching under Steve's, 
each breath a groan, each beat of his heart a throb of his cock, nothing existing except the man behind him 
and the steady pounding of his cock into his body, lifting the spikes of lust higher with each hard ram of his 
hips. Sweat rising, flesh gliding against flesh, ascending toward a place that for a moment brought death, 
wanting indeed needing more and more until every part of him burned and tingled and ached and felt. 

Steve's arm snaked around, lifting Bruce up to straddle his thighs, his snarl in Bruce's ear as feral as the 
rutting in his arse. Bruce tipped his head back, exposing his throat, crying out as his cock lurched in Steve's 
hand, his seed splashing down onto the bed. Steve howled his release, his teeth sinking into Bruce's neck as with 
several powerful thrusts his come splattered the walls of Bruce's arse, his movements rough and jerky, Bruce 


shaking and shuddering, his eyes drifting closed as he fell into the dark. 

He had no idea how long he'd been asleep when he opened his eyes. 

And whereas he thought he would feel some remorse, or at least some residual aches, he felt wonderful. 
Until he realized he was alone. 

He sat up, shocked to find himself fully dressed. Looking around, he frowned, not recognizing the room he was 
in. The bed felt wrong as well, much smaller with sides to keep him from falling. He looked down, panic starting 
to set in 

"Bruce." 

He almost screamed. 


"Steve?" 


He stepped from the shadows, dressed as well, a black greatcoat covering him. Beside him was the doorman, a 


smirk on his face. 
"He looks a bit startled" 
"He does indeed." 


"What is this?" Bruce struggled to get out of the bed, the whole thing finally tipping and sending him crashing 


to the floor, only a quick move saving him when it toppled as well. "Where am |?" 
"You are home." 


Bruce got to his feet, staggering when a wave of dizziness swept over him. "This is not my home!" 


"It is now" Steve approached him, reaching up and stroking his cheek. "I had to have you." 


"Have me?" Bruce's eyes darted around, the sudden realization where he was making him moan. "Why am | 


here?" 


"Ah Bruce, you boldly brought yourself to us, ignoring the dangers. Did you not hear of the unexplained 
deaths?" 


"Yes, but..." Bruce backed away, tripping over the bed he had found himself in. A better look and he saw what 


it was, a low wail coming from him as he turned terrified eyes back to Steve. "You mean.?" 
The smile was still sweet, even with the sharp fangs it displayed. "Welcome home, Bruce. Are you hungry?" 


Bruce nodded, still unsure but feeling the familiar heat that had consumed him since the first time he had felt 
Steve beside him. Placing his hand in Steve's he let him draw him to his feet. "Starving." 


Steve kissed his cheek, growling softly. "Then let us hunt. And then, | will show you the true delights of the 
flesh." 


Bruce tilted his head and nipped Steve's throat, the uncertainty fading with every moment. "Forever?" 


Steve laughed, curling his fingers around Bruce's hand and leading him toward the night. "From here to 


eternity." 


